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Oh Boy 


Author's Notes: 


| can't believe we talked you into this." Marty laughed, but it rumbled deep in his throat instead of spilling 
over freely, like his laugh usually did. Nick could do little besides repress the shudder that threatened to take 


him over. 
| can't believe it either." Nick said, his heart in his throat as he got the words out. 


Nick nervously flickered his hazy eyes over the other two looming over the bed, but he couldn't see them 


past the darkness that the dim lamp beside him couldn't reach. However, he could feel them. 


The soft heat of their presence did nothing to ease his nerves, and the soft, muffled whispering being 
exchanged between the three didn't help. All he heard was the occasional word, seemingly innocent out of 


context, but their voices were thick and heavy, dripping with arousal as they quietly discussed. 


Nick absently pulled at the restraints, a striped tie that David whipped from his suitcase ("You never know 
when you need one." David said cheerily, as if he was referring more to a gala rather than a BDSM showdown). 
Nick would've thought that a tie would be a horrible way to tie someone to a bedpost, no matter the motive, 
because its a tie. You slip it on and off for fuck's sake. But David? He knows his knots well 


Nick's mind began to wander into the territory of ‘where the hell did David learn how to tie such knots, and 
for what purpose?’, but then a firm hand on his thigh roused him back into reality. 


David. 


"How you doin’ there, Nick?" David asked, his soft brown eyes glinting with a hint of concern. Nick nodded with 


a weak smile. 


‘lm good" Nick reassured. David's easy smile melted some of the initial worry away, and Nick felt a strange 
buzz in his chest. Then David's mouth curled into a smirk, a look foriegn on his features, (but a good look 
nonetheless) and his rough hand skimmed up the inside of his thigh. The buzzing in his chest flared south and 
Nick's breath hitched, his mind cursing the pair of shorts separating David's hand and the skin of his inner 
thigh. 


"Good" David purred, kneading circles into the fabric, earning David some strained squirming. Nick was 
squirming on part of the sensations, though light, running up and down his spine; and then the look that David 
was giving him. There was a certain hunger that defined the air he put out in that moment, his eyes half- 
lidded but bright in the dull light, and how he never broke eye contact with Nick as his fingers danced over the 


hem of his shorts. 


Nick felt as his lungs began to give away to soft pants, but he immediately reeled himself in. Nick mentally 
kicked himself, because he shouldn't be this... excited. 


That's ridiculous, he's barely touching your thigh Menza, get a grp, Nick mentally scolded to himself, scoffing at 
the blood beginning to pool south. 


Nick was going on in his head about it, but his thoughts shriveled up when David roughly groped the bulge in 
his shorts. He bucked up into his hand and limply moaned, and in that instance he could hear the hums of 


approval go about him. 
"Yes, good. Very good" David encouraged, palming him through the denim, nice and slow. Nick let his head loll 
back onto the pillows and he whimpered, an unsettling sensation of embarrassment washing over his skin like a 


cold film. 


"D-Don't fucking tease me." Nick hissed through his teeth. Nick could have leapt out his skin when the hand of 
Dave landed on his unoccupied thigh. 


‘| mean, you signed up for this, didn't you?" Dave asked, his voice calm and even If Nick heard him from the 


next room over, he wouldn't have expected for his words to be directed to a situation like this. Nick swallowed 


hard, trying his best to ignore the hand pressed against the tent in his pants. 


"Yeah, but." Nick started, his eyes moving away from Dave. He knew that staring at him would do nothing 
except frustrate him further, because he's so collected and Nick is already on his way to becoming a mess. 
The way that David begins to pull down his zipper does absolutely nothing to help, and when Dave's hand slipped 
up under the loose denim of his shorts, he had to bite the inside of his cheek 


Dave's fingertips crawled up the soft skin, and his callouses worked wonders on the tendons on his inner thighs. 
Nick caught himself beginning to pant again, but before he could stop himself, David had his boxer's rolled down 
enough that his cock bobbed free. His embarrassment hit him cold, but once David's hand wrapped around the 
base of his cock, heat pulsed through his veins and Nick found himself choking on his own moans. 


"Good boy." David purred, and if Nick wasn't fully hard before, he was now. Dave murmured something to 
David, and then Dave's hand disappeared off his body. He had no time to mourn the loss of his hand before 
Dave's head appeared instead of his hand, and appeared underneath his shirt. 


"D-Dave, what the fuck?" Was all Nick could coherently get out before his voice broke on him. Dave's 
movement never ceased in light of his question, and when Nick tried to ask him again, he felt his teeth on his 
skin. Nick yelped-- fucking yelped --as Dave dragged his teeth over the sensitive skin of his rib cage, and shit, 
he didn't think it would feel that good. 


His knuckles were practically white and every muscle in his body was tense, because Mr. Straighty here 
decided to slip his goddamn head underneath his shirt and-- oh god. Nick's fists hit the headboard with a loud 
curse tumbling from his mouth as David's hand jerked up exactly at the same time that Dave's mouth found 
one of his nipples. Nick could never understand the synchronicity of the two, because he could feel their 
sickening satisfaction rolling off of them, because they knew that they were finally getting underneath his skin 


The bastards, he could even imagine the smirks on their faces. 


Nick bit back a potentially lethal moan when Dave's mouth latched onto his nipple and suckled, his other hand 
hiking his shirt over his head that he could see the ginger working on him. Past the mass of red hair, he could 
see some obscene purple marks forming on his own skin, which in a way, aroused Nick more than he'd like to 


admit. 


Dave, somewhere along the way, decided to meet Nick's gaze. Dave's green eyes simmered with heat, boring 
holes through him as he tongued the hickeys he's left behind. The second Nick tried to savour some of his 
dignity with a snide comment, to show that he's totally cool and unaffected by this, David's mouth replaced his 


hand and the moan that came from Nick could've made the lord blush. 


Nick could feel Dave smirk against him, and all he could do was tug at the restraints and swallow down 
whatever other noises that could be used against him. Doing so wasn't easy when he has David running his 


tongue along the underside of his cock, looking up at him with those eyes of his. 


Damn, he's just as bad as Dave, except he doesn't even realize he's doing it. 


Nick forced himself to look away, because he could feel himself losing grip of the reality around him. He cannot, 
absolutely cannot, show any signs that he's enjoying this as much as he is. Another slip like that and he's going 
to be the laughing-stock of the band for the rest of his goddamn-- 


And then he's being kissed. Soft, warm lips that come in and hit Nick like a fever, hands woven in Nick's hair as 
the man kissing him gave him a brief nip on his lip, and then he was gone. Nick then found the heated stare of 


Marty boring into him, his curls looming over him like a curtain 

"Nick, you're making this much harder than it needs to be." 

"What are you talking about?" Nick said, his voice straining to remain composed. 
"The point of this was so you could let go. Relax for once." Marty said sternly. 


"Y'know, l'm t-trying my best--" Nick retorted, but he had no chance to argue further when Nick grabbed him 
by his hair and crashed his lips against his. The shock made all the sensations he's been trying to ignore 


magnify, and it was nearly too much. 


With David, his long slender fingers wrapped around his thighs, while he slowly took him more and more into 
his mouth; and Dave continued to mark him up like a mad man, mercilessly sucking on his sore and 
overstimulated nipples. All the while, Marty's slipped his tongue into his mouth and the taste of him was 


something heavenly. 


His movements careful but ardent as he lapped up against Nick's tongue, and then to move to suck on his lips. 
All concept of time were lost on him, except his frantic heartbeat and the pleasure that snaked through his 
veins, until Marty pulled away again. Nick opened his bleary eyes to find that Marty was staring at him. In 
fact, when he looked about him, all of them were staring at him. Nick took a moment before he could register 


that his shorts were off, and that he was being asked a question 
"k with this?" 
"Huh?" Nick asked dumbly as his eyes drifted hazily up to the man asking the question It was David. 


"Are you ok with this?" David asked, his words careful. Nick furrowed his brow, because his mind wasn't 
connecting the dots. 


"With... what?" The words felt funny in his mouth, seemingly tumbling out of his mouth with no discretion 
David's fingers hooked underneath the band of his boxers and tentatively pulled at the cotton fabric. 


"Can | fuck you?" David asked. 


Nick wasn't sure if he heard that right. 

Nick first darted his gaze over to the other two, as an assessment if this was some sort of joke. He expected 
some sort of snide look on their faces, but all he saw was the suspended lust behind their quiet, apprehensive 
eyes. Nick really couldn't consider his options and make a diplomatic decision about it, because it's ridiculous. 

It was just so dumb 

"You don't have to if you dont want-—" 

"Fuck me." 


The words came out on their own, and Nick from there, could not take them back. 


David's eyebrows shot up and Nick couldn't help but feel the satisfaction of seeing the shock on everyone's 
faces. Marty, out of everyone, was probably most taken aback, and god didn't that feel good. 


I'm yours, all fuckin’ yours.” 


Nick glanced about him, and from how quickly their gazes turned dark, Nick knew he was going to get exactly 
what he wanted, 


